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he smooth my hair and pat my shoulder, for he know Japan people don't ever be kissed—and he call me one word I cannot know."
She shook her head regretfully. " He call me ' poor little wave' — why poor little wave — wave that mean water?" she sighed. "I can't know why Frank Sen call me that."
But quick-witted Mrs. Holmes guessed the word had been " waif " — poor little waif, and she began dimly to comprehend the big-hearted, rough tent-man, who had tried to guard this little foreign maid from the ignorance and evil about her.
" But," resumed Omassa, with perfect conviction, "Frank Sen meaned goodness for me when he called me ' wave' — I know that. What you think that big American man do for help me little Japan baby — with no sense ? Well, I will tell you. When daylight circus-show over, he take me by hand and lead me to shady place between tents — he sit down — put me at he knee, there is cool place for change — andurse-lady/' and she strokedasede moment hang- andand snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
